Life to that name by which name they must live ?
Sickly, alas! short-iiv'd, abortive be
Those carcase verses whose soul is not she;
And can she, who no longer would be she,
(Being such a tabernacle) stoop to be,
In paper wrapt ? or, when she would not lie
In such an house, dwell in an elegy ?
But 'tis no matter ; we may well allow
Verse to live so long as the world will now,
For her death wounded it. The world contains
Princes for arms, and counsellors for brains;
Lawyers for tongues, divines for hearts, and more;
The rich for stomachs, and for backs the poor;

The officers for hands; merchants for feet,

*
By whose remote and distant countries meet:

But those fine spirits which do tune and set
This organ, are those pieces which beget
Wonder and love, and these were she; and she
Being spent, the world must needs decrepit be :
For since Death will proceed to triumph still,
He can find nothing after her to kill,
Except the world itself; so great was she.
Thus brave and confident may Nature be;
Death cannot give her such another blow,
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